fancy it ever occurred to us either that our escapades
entered into the categories of right and wrong. All
our thefts were such purely useless ones: strings of beads,
powderpuffs, little mirrors, cakes of soap, tooth-brushes,
pipe-cleaners and tinsel brooches. It was the easier for
me to forget that what I was doing was stealing because
I soon found that I was far the most expert of the gang,
and it is difficult to feel that an accomplishment at
which one excels is wrong. I was, of course, much
better dressed and excited less suspicion. Then I had
large and innocent eyes capable of enduring the most
hostile glare without flinching. I was pretty, too, and
I knew it, and I had the comfortable middle-class
assurance, which my companions lacked, that shop-
assistants and that crowd of impersonal beings that
assures the order of the world were inferiors of whom it
was not necessary to be afraid. But above all I was
quick with my hands and quick with my brain, and
there was never a day when we went out together when
my pickings weren't the largest of the gang.
My mother soon got to know what we were doing.
It was impossible for her not to, when we gleefully dis-
gorged the products of our raids on our return home.
One would have thought that an older woman, with-
out being too ponderously moral, might have foreseen
and warned us that repeated escapades of this kind can
have only one end: detection and disgrace. But with
incredible light-headedness she treated our entire adven-
ture as an immense lark. ""Whatever will you be up to
next?5* she would exclaim. "Heavens! Sheila's got
three powder-puffs now! She'll be able to start a shop
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